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Every shirt, every sheet stays as crisp, 
as white, as new as the day you unwrapped it 
Because Power Packed Surf is better than 
ever before, with a lather richer than before. 


Surf is more powerful to lift out stubborn dirt, 
more protecting to prolong the newness of 
your clothes, 

Yes, there’s only one powder to keep your 
whites and coloureds, special and everyday 
clothes good as new.-.Surt. 


Surf washes whitest... keeps clothes like new! 


‘A.qualily product by Hindustan Lever UNTAS SU 331 2176 
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— Star batsman K. Srikkanth 
on his secret strategy. 


it's part of my line of attack! 
Gives me the alertness and 
energy | need to open the 
innings with a bang. Maltova is 
the only drink that has the 
concentrated goodness of malt, 
fresh creamy milk, 

delicious cocoa / 

and sugar For the (PS 
health, strength |i — 

and energy | need —on or off the} 
field. Drink Maltova everyday, 
twice a day and grow into a 
champion.” 





FSAMI285 


MARCH{1986 








Rama faces an older Rame—in the 
absorbing new narration of the great 
epic, the Ramayana. 


More Gold! in the feature on Beiter 
English. 


An edueative legend of India. 


Story of the famous Srirangam temple 
through pictures : 


A harmonious episode through pic- 
tures pilus all the usual features! 
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FAILURE AND SUCCESS 


A reader informs us, “It so happened that | had read a certain item in 
Chandamama just before appéaring in a test. My reading helped me and | 
‘could answer the question. Had | not read the item, | would have failed and 
that would have meant a terrible frustration.” 
int coincidence. We congratulate tle reader for his 
Teadiness 


ore gitat get arq fefeen area n 
Mirkhopi sobhate tavat sabhdydm vastravestitak 
Tévacca Sobhate miirkho yavat kificinna bhasate 
‘The fool too can shine in an assembly if dressed in a dignified fashi — but he 
anes wo only til he et oped his mouth ! a Fle Sepuaiclimpadtiinathe 
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The Demon in our Midst 


About 29,000 people die prematurely every 
day throughout the world as a direct result 
of smoking. Many more. suffer! This was 
revealed in the Fourth Convention of the 
family Welfare in Calcutta. 


Guard Your Eyes 
A seminar on prevention of Child Blindness 
that ‘took place in Delhi gave put that in 
India more than 4,000. children lose their 
eye-sight every year for various causes. 
Nine million blind, one-third of the- blind 
“ population of the world, live in India, 


they think that the 
fall faster, because of the 
anti-gravity law, known as the Hypercharge. 
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Range of colour 






©Wacr Dfenay Proouctions USA 


BRINGS THEM TO INDIA TO BE YOUR FRIENDS 


Welcome Bambino to your desk. 
Bani) 0 Gey with Snow White, 

n 
. Mast 





Kits Virsingh was very sad at 
heart. He had brought many 
a match for his extraordinary 
beautiful. daughter, Kiran, 
but she refused them all. Prin- 


cess Kiran was so proud that she 
did not consider any prince 
worthy of her. 

One day, Princess Kiran was 
enjoying a stroll in her palace 
gatden when, suddenly, as if 
from nowhere, a band of ban- 
dits pounced on her, The chief 
lifted the princess onto his horse 
and they fled before any alarm 
could be raised. It all happened 
so swiftly that even the guards 
of the palace were caught nap- 
ping. 

After a hot run the ‘bandits 
teached the hills deep in a 
forest.. The chief was sur- 
rounded by a group of atten- 
dents and a few ladies. The chief 


THE KIDNAPPED 
PRINCESS 


told the princess, “Let me intro- 
duce myself and my gang to 
your Majesty. My name is) 
Abhay and my wife’s name is 
Sundari. And my daughter’s 
name is Tarala. Amongst my’ 
men my chief adviser is Bhupen- 
dra. He will look after all your 
needs, You can feel safe in these, 
caves for they are well guarded 


» 


just want to know why I’ve been 
brought here, to this wretched 
place,” shouted the princess. 

“By bringing you here, I’ve 
only fulfilled my. dear wife’s 
wish, This morning she told me' 
that she wants a princess as her 
maid and companion. And risk- 
ing my life I brought you, cap- 
turing you from your own place. 
Now you are at her service,” 
explained Abhay. 


it E—F-2 










When Abhay was about to 
go, princess Kiran looked at him 
for an instant—and she was 
impressed by his handsome dig- 
nified features. His eyes were 
majestic and his face was bright 
like an ideal prince’s. Then, she 
looked at his wife, Sundari, who 
had by then come close to her. 
She was shocked. The lady 
looked like an ogress. How on 
earth could Abhay marry such a 
creature? Her child too looked 
like her. Princess Kiran stood 
dumb, 

Oné of the attendants was so 
excited that he blurted out 
saying, “Now that we have a 
beautiful princess here, I’m sure 
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our chief will marry her!” 

“Stop, you fool! How dare} 
you utter such nonsense? Don't} 
you know that I’m already mar-' 
ried? If anyone dares say this 
once again, I shall behead him,” 
threatened Abhay. 

The poor princess, started 
serving Abhay’s ugly wife. She 
was most reluctant to do so— 





































Sundari or be deprived of food. 

Bhupendra, the chief adviser] 
of Abhay one day approached} 
Princess Kiran and said, “I feel! 
sad to see you work so hard. 
The only way you can be saved 












Abhay towards you and to in- 
duce him to marry you!” 

“Hah! you think I'll marry aj 
bandit? There are dozens of 
princes eager to marry me, i 
only I choose one!” replied the 
princess haughtily. 

“All right. If you don’t wish 
to marry him, at least try to 
attract his attention to you so 
that he may be less harsh to- 
wards you,” advised 
Bhupendra. 

Princess Kiran felt that what 
Bhupendra said was quite true. 
She hoped that she could please, 
the chief. That way she had 
































some chances of going back to 
her palace. 

One day, she decked herself 
in beautiful ornaments and wore 
a dazzling red sari. She went to 
Abhay and tried to attract his 
attention. He did not even take 
note of her. After some time, he 
remarked, “You look beautiful. 
But, you would have looked 
better in a blue sari.” 

“How do you know?” asked 
the princess. 

“My wife, Sundari, told me 
so. She has great knowledge of 
colours and saris and orna- 
ments,” replied Abhay. 

The princess was very angry 
to hear the praises of Sundari. 
But, she kept. quiet. 

Another day, she dressed her- 
self up in a blue sari and went to 
meet the chief, singing a song on 
Sri Krishna. 

“You sing well, but, you 
should sing prayers to Lord 
Shiva. My wife Sundari is a 
devotee of Shiva,” remarked 
the chief. 

The princess once again swal- 
lowed the insult. 

Some days passed. One 
morning, the princess told 
Abhay, ”All your men say that 
although you are a bandit, no 
prince can match you in heroism 
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and archery. I would like to 
witness your skill.” 

“For that I'll have take you to 
the forest. But, for taking you 
with me, you'll have to take the 
permission of my wife,” said 
Abhay. 

The princess felt so overjoyed 
at the prospect of going out with 
Abhay that she willingly went to 
Sundari and said in a sweet 
tone, “I would like to go out 
with your husband to the forest 
in ‘order to witness his skill. I 
hope you don’t mind it. I have 
no other motive.” 

“I have full faith and confi- 
dence in my husband. You may 
go out with him,” replied Sun- 








dari in a calm voice. 
Princess Kiran and Abhay 
went into the forest. There, the 
bandit chief gave a demonstra- 
tion of his archery, his strength 
and his swiftness. The princess 
was much impressed by his 
capacity. 

“Indeed, you are greater than 
any prince I've known. In fact 
you should have been a prince 
yourself instead of a bandit. 
How much I wish that you lived 
in a palace instead of in a.cave!” 
Observed the princess. 

“Thank you for your appre- 
ciation. But, my wife compares 
Me with Arjuna, the great Pan- 
dava prince,” said Abhay. 
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Princess Kiran felt sad. What- 
ever she might say or do seemed 
to leave no impression on 
Abhay. His love for Sundari 
seemed to be so strong that 
there was no place for her in his 
heart. After a moment's silence, 
she said, “Abhay, you know 
very well that every prince in 
the region wants to marry me. 
But, you are the only man who 
doesn’t even utter a word of 
praise either for my beauty or 
for my qualities. Your wife, 
although so ugly, has all your 
love. What’s the reason?” asked 
the princess, almost in tears. 

“I value the inner beauty of a 
person more than the external 
beauty. That’s why I love my 
wife, Sundari, who has a great 
inner beauty,” explained 
Abhay. 

Princess Kiran felt dejected. 
As soon as she returned to the 
cave, she went to Bhupendra 
and pleaded, “Please show me a 
way of getting out of this cave, 
immediately.” 

“The-only way to go out is to 
please Sundari,” advised 
Bhupendra. Then he gave a 
plan to the princess. 

Next day, when Sundari was 
going out of the cave, Bhupen- 
dra dropped a banana skin on 


































































































er way. She slipped. When she 
as-about to fall flat, Princess 
Kiran, who was hiding nearby, 
rushed to her rescue. Sundari 
was very pleased with her and 
said, “I’m grateful to you for 
saving me from a bad fall. In 
fact, I'll like to reward you by 
granting anything you want.” 
“I would like to return to my 
father. That is the only thing I 
want you to grant me,” said the 
princess humbly. 

“T am ready to grant you your 
wish, but, on one condition. 
‘You must ask your father, King 
Virsingh, to pardon my husband 
for all his acts of robbery and 
give him shelter in the king- 
dom,” said Sundari. 

“All right, I shall surely see to 
t,” said the princess eagerly. 

Next morning, Abhay took 
the princess to the capital. The 
guards were about to capture 
him, but the princess ordered 
them to let him enter the palace. 

The king came to greet them. 
“Maharaj, I am guilty of taking 
























I kept her for some days. For 
that, I wish to be pardoned. 
However, I’ve done her no 
harm,” said Abhay. 

“Father, indeed I’m very hap- 
py to have lived in Abhay’s 








your daughter to my cave where . 


cave. In fact, I’ve realised what 
a valiant man he is. He is 
greater than any prince I 
know,” said Princess Kiran. 
“That is fine. But now there is 
a problem. You were kidnapped 
by him; you lived in his cave. 
People saw him bringing you 
here on the very horse he rode. 
After all this it should be in 
fitness of things that he marries 
you. But...” the king stopped. 
“Well, father, I should be 
happy to marry him. But he is 
already married and...” 
Before the princess had pro- 
ceeded any father, Abhay and 
the king burst into a hearty 
laugh. The princess was sur- 


prised. ; : 

“My daughter, I’m very hap- 
py to learn that you are willing 
to marry him. Now, Abhay is 
none other than the Prince of 
'Vijaypur. How obstinate you 
are. We had to go about the 
matter in a dramatic fashion!” 
said the king. 

The princess stood speech- 
less, her face marked by both 
joy and surprise. 

“But what about Sundari?” 


‘The King and Prince Sursen 
laughed again. 

“Sundari, in real life, is 
Bhupendra’s wife, I had re- 
quested that family to help me 
explained 


in the drama,” 
Sursen. 

The princess blushed, Very 
soon the date for their marriage 
was fixed and the rite was per- 
formed with great pomp and 





CHARACTERS FROM CLASSICS 


KACHA 


The Determined Seeker of a Secret 


Gods and demons were at loggerheads for long. The guru of the demons, 
Shukracharya, knew how to breathe life into the dead. The secret was a 
hymn called the Sanjeevani. He resurrected the demons who died. 

But the gods did not know the hymn. They sent Kacha, the son of their 
guru Brihaspati, to extract the knowledge from Shukracharya. 

A true guru never refuses to teach one who is eligible for learning. 
Shukracharya found Kacha intelligent and humble. He accepted him. 

Years passed. Devyani, Shukracharya’s daughter, fell in.love with Kacha. 
The demons, however, suspected Kacha’s motive and killed him. But the 
guru brought him back to life. They killed him again and the guru resurrected 
him once again. The third time the demons not only killed him, but also burnt 
his dead body and mixed the ashes in a drink and made the guru drink the 
mixture. 

The guru, on coming to know of this, addressed Kacha’s spirit and taught 
him the hynin, Sanjeevani. Then he asked Kacha to come out of his body. 
Upon Kacha doing so, Shukracharya died. But with the hymn Kacha had 
learnt,.he could resurrect his guru. 

Kacha now prepared to return home. Devyani proposed to marry him. But 
he declined, saying that since he had come out of her father's body. he was 

‘like her brother! 

Devyani cursed him saying that Kacha’s hymn will never be fruitful in the 
future. Kacha did not mind the curse: He taught the hymn to other gods who 
uttered it effectively. 











Sucha variety of delicious chocolates 


Amul Milk Chocolate, Amul Fruit & Nut, Amul Bitter, 
Amul Crisp, Amul Orange, Amul Coffee 


‘Soft and creamy. like 
Swiss chocolates 





and foil-board carton 
to keep it fresh. 


tise within the 
breast of Oliver 
Twist, an orphan. 
One of his enemies, 
Bill Sikes, haS been 
tracked to his hid- 
ing place by an 
angry mob, and 
falls to his death 
while trying to 


@ below, which announced tha 
nce had been effected, Sike 
tened one end of the rope a 
Stack 6f chimneys. It was 2 
pulled against it, to test its st th, 
he lost his balance, rolled down the roof 
and plunged into space 


In the meantime. Oliver's ‘trend, Mr 
Brownlow, had tracked down Oliver's halt 
‘brother, Monks. “Why ‘are you here?* 
enquired Monks of him. “lam hereto see 


s itis a sad task a5.1 was 
oldest friend,” “That may, 


= \e,” replied Monks, “But what is that to 


do with me?” 





Sullenly. Monks told him all there was to 
be told. Of how his father had separated 


from his wife, and had then fallen in love’ ‘ 


with Agnes Flemming, the daughter of a 
-retired naval captain. Oliver Twist had 


been the result of that union. "Then your 
father went to Rome, where he died.” 
said Mr Brownlow. “Which is where your 
“part in this disgraceful affair took place...” 


i 


it was as Mr Brownlow had surmised. On 
the death of his father, Monks had gone to, 
‘Rome, and finding a will leaving the bulk of 
his estate to Agnes and her then unborn 


Hl Child, had destroyed it. “You will sign a 


document the inheritance to 
Ofver,” Mr Brownlow said .“When this is 
done, you may go away wherever you like 
1 don't want to see your face again.” 





Bumble, the beadle at the workhouse,’ 

ho had done so much to make Oliver's} 
life an unhappy one, suddenly found hi 
self deprived of his situation. and finall 
‘became a pauper himself. 





Mr Brownlow adopted Oliver as his own 
son, and then settled down to the task of 
filling his young mind with stores of 
knowledge, and gave to him the great love 
‘of a parent. which he had so sorely lacked 
im the past, f z 


There is byt one more thing to be said 
Within an old church there stands a white 
marble tablet, which bears 4s yet but one 
word: “AGNES” There is no coffin in the 
tomb, but Oliver visits it regularly in the 
company of his other true and trusted 
friend Rose Maylie 


—THE END 





[LEGENDS AND PARABLES OF INDIA 


: _ «WISE IN A MONTH! 





|*hung a signboard which read: 
“Anyone who dares to twist his 
moustache standing in front of 
this house will be considered as 
one challenging the master of 
the house to a wrestle!” 

Now, the house belonged to 
the greatest wrestler of the 
town, His very figure scared 
people; his moustache, pointed 
upward at both ends, was the 
best groomed moustache in the 
kingdom. 

One day a poor man who had 


[yn front of a well-built house 





just arrived in town, walking all] 
the way from his distant village} 
in search of some job, read the 
notice, He was in tattered 
clothes and—he looked fami- 
nished, However, he had a wee 
bit of a moustache which he} 
started twisting, right in front of| 
the house. 

Passers-by were amazed at} 
the man’s audacity. They waited 
to see what will happen. An 
hour passed before the wrestler 
came to know of the poor man’s} 
conduct. He came out, roaring 





|like a lion” af 
“You have the cheek to chal- 
jlenge me, have you? Are you a 
fool?” 
The villager stopped twisting 
his moustache and said without 
“jany trace of excitement, “Wrest- 
ler, sir, I read very slowly. I had 
read only the first half of the 
|notice when my hands went up to 
my moustache and began twisting 
them. It is because, I thought, a 
noble wrestler like you will write 
that whoever twists his mous- 
tache he will be taken as a friend 
of yours! However, once having 
begun to twist my moustache. I 
thought that to take away my 
hands would amount to cowar- 


dice. I am willing to wrestle with 
you, but...”. The villager 
looked at the crowd. 

“Why don’t you say what you 
have to say?” demanded the 
wrestler. Before the crowd, he 
too must uphold his dignity! 

“Wrestler, sir, won’t these 
people laugh at your fighting a 
weakling like me? I’m willing to 
fight you if you feed me well for 
a month.” 

The wrestler looked at the 
crowd, The people seemed to 
appreciate what the villager 
said. 

To save his face, the wrestler 
announced, “All right, 1 will 
feed you for a month! Now, on 





\this day, at this time, in the 

coming month, I will wrestle 

with you before all these 
le!” 

The villager looked very hap- 
py. He stayed on as the famous 
wrestler’s guest. The wrestler 
offered him whatever food he 
used to eat himself. 

The villager would feed well 
and then roam about in the 
|town looking for a job. In a few 
|days he got one. 

His appearance had changed 
by the time the appointed day 
for the proposed wrestling 
match came. Those among the 
crowd who remembered the 
date, gathered in front of the 
wrestler’s house on time. 

The wrestler came out of his 
house, iarety. for the occasion. 








The villager was there. 

“Are you ready?” asked the 
wrestler. 

“Wrestler, sir, on the first day 
you had asked me if I was a fool. 
Do you wish me to behave like a 
fool even after enjoying your 
hospitality for a month? No, sir, 
1 have grown wise. Fools fight, 
not the wise ones. I will not 
fight. And so far as twisting the 
moustache is concerned, I can 
no more do so, for I have 
already shed my moustache,” 

The villager drew everybody’s 
attention to his clean-shaven 
upper-lip. 

The crowd burst into a 
laughter. 

“T leave you and your mous- 
tache in peace.” 

The villager went away. 


| Abu stole Rahim’s goat and enjoyed s 
feast.He was produced before the Kazi, 
but wes acquitted for lack of evidence. 


Abu’ . “Today you are 
set free. But what will you do on the Day 
/ of Judgment when Rahim will accuse you 
before the Almighty?” 
“| will deny the charge,” 
oe oe 


“In that case | wil take hold of the goat | 
and give it to Rahim. saying, Here is your 
goat,” replied Abu, 





an 





Rien was worried about 
the marriage of his only 
‘daughter. He did not know how 
to acquire the money needed for 
‘the wedding. 
| “Why don’t you sell off half of 
our paddy-lands and secure the 
money needed for the wed- 
ding?” suggested his wife. 
| Out of the sale of his paddy- 
lands Ramanath gained fifty gold 
ins which he hid in a trunk in 
is bed-room, While he was 
iding the bag of coins, the eyes 
of eave named Shombhu fell 
on it. The fellow quietly picked 
jit up and left the house. 
Shombhu required the money 
for buying a plot of land. Hiding 
the bag in a box, he left that 












an opium addict, for changes, 
came across the bag of coins, 
Overjoyed with the treasure he 





ADVENTURES OF A 
MONEY-BAG 


had found, he grabbed the bun-| 
dle and tucking it in his dhoti, | 
ran to his pal’s house. 

As he ran, the bag fell boat 
his waist, but he did not realise | 
his loss as he was under the 
influence of opium. A_ rice- 
merchant, who happened to) 
pass by, spotted the bag. He 
asked carter to stop for a minute | 
under some pretext and picked | 
it up eagerly and quietly hid it) 
amidst the ricesacks, lest his! 
carter should see it. 

The merchant reached his) 
godown and found the village | 
chief waiting to talk to him. | 
While he was talking to the 
chief, his servant began to un- 
load the rice-sacks. After the 
chief left the godown, the mer- 
chant remembered the bag. 
But, it was too late. It was not to 
be found. | 

It was of course his servant 
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who had hit the treasure! He 
reached home and gave the bag 
|to his wife. “What if. anyone 
‘comes to know of this trea- 
\sure?” she suggested. 

While they were digging in 
\their kitchen garden, their 
\neighbour, Bhudoo, who was 
|strolling on the terrace of his 
house, spied upon their activi- 
\ties. As soon as the couple left 
|the garden, Bhudoo stealthily 
jentered their compound, unear- 
jthed the bag and quietly re- 
turned to his own house. 

Now, when Bhudoo was busy 
in the neighbour’s garden, a 
thief had taken the opportuniy 
to sneak into his house. When 













Bhudoo returned with the bag 
the thief saw him hide it in his 
almirah. He awaited for Bhu- 
doo to fall asleep. 

The thief stole the bag and 
escaped from Bhudoo’s house.- 
But, as his ill-luck would have 
it, a few dogs roaming in the 
street barked at him and chased 
him, waking up the people from 
a nearby choultry. And the peo- 
ple, seeing someone run, gave 
him a hot chase. 

The thief escaped, but, in 
order to save the bag from his 
persuers, he had thrown it to- 
wards the bush on his way. 
After an house or so, he re- 
turned to the spot, but he could 
not find it. 

It so happened that a priest, 
who was in the habit of going 
early in the morning to the river! 
for a bath, had found the bag. 
He picked it up. At his house, 
there were some guests who had/ 
come to invite him to a mar-| 
riage. Not wanting that the} 
guests should see his treasure, | 
he wrapped it in his wet towel 
and threw it into a vessel as soon 
as he entered his house. 

The priest’s wife, who used to 
go the river for bathing and 
washing clothes, picked up the 
vessel and walked away, dump- 


ing other clothes in the vessel. 
At the river she met her dear 
friend, Sheela, and both re- 
mained engrossed in gossip. 

After washing their clothes, 
the priest’s wife and Sheela 
went away to their respective 
homes. Now, both the ladies 
had bought vessels together 
which were exactly alike and 
they got exchanged by over- 
sight. 

Reaching home, Sheela took 
out the washed clothes and 
dried them on the line at the 
back of her house. Suddenly, 
she found the bag of gold coins 
at the bottom of the vessel. 

“Sheela”, shouted Ramanath, 





coming out of his house, “have! 
you seen the bag of gold coins 
anywhere? I can’t find it in the 
trunk!” 

Ramanath was surprised to 
see the bag in Sheela’s hands. 

“What are you doing there 
with the bag? This money is 
meant for our daughter’s mar- 
riage and I can’t spare any for 
you! So don’t take out a single 
coin from that.” Ramanath 
snatched the bag from his wife's 
hand and went away. 

“I am sure, he must have by 
mistake hidden the bag in the 
vessel! What a confused mem- 
ory he has!” thought Sheela as 
she resumed her work of drying 
clothes. 


SAVING THE LAST THING 


Agentleman once went to visit his friend who lived on the top-most floor of 
a ten-storeyed building. The lift being out of order the poor visitor had to 
climb up all the way. The two friends spent a very enjoyable time discussing 
a hundred things and laughing over their mistakes and problems. 


At last the visitor got up and took leave of his friend. He climbed down 
all those steps again and at last reached his motor cycle. Just as he was 
going to start the vehicle his friend’s wife shouted to him from the tenth 
floor window that he had forgotten all his three things which he had carried 
up. Cursing himself for his carelessness he asked her to throw them down. 
Promptly came his helmet. In trying to catch it as it came crashing, he nearly 
broke his hand. Swearing, he looked up in time to see his precious dark 
glasses sailing down. He made a dive for them but missed and the glasses 
were shattered. 


Injured, and his glasses gone, he shouted, “Don’t throw anything any 
more!” He rushed up and arrived breathless and asked for the last thing he 
had forgotten. 


What was held out to him this time was his handkerchief. 











N“ the Vindhya forest there 
was once a Gurukul run by 
Pandit Krishnacharya. His repu- 
tation had spread far and wide 
and students came to him from 
all over the kingdom. They 
worked as they studied. They 
‘maintained the gardens and 
‘orchards belonging to the 
Gurukul. 

One day, as the Pundit gat for 
‘meditation, he heard a hue and 
cry nearby. He found that the 
noise was made by his own 
‘students. Four students were 
‘taking Prakash, one of their 
‘colleagues, to task. 
| “Stop!” cried the Pundit. 
“What is the matter?” 

“Gurudev, Prakash has been 
‘stealing mangoes from our 
orchard. We told him to ask us 
if he wants any, but he seems to 
|have some pleasure in stealing,” 


explained one of the older stu- 
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dents. “That’s why, we are 
teaching him a lesson,” he 
added. 

“Now leave him alone, And 
all of you should meet me this 
evening,” said the Guru and he 
returned to his meditation. 

That evening, all the students 
of the Gurukul gathered under a 
tree and the Pundit said, “My 
boys, I am deeply pained to 
hear about Prakash's bad 
habits. You know, water is a 
very restless thing and the mo- 
ment it gets a chance, it flows 
downwards. Similarly, man’s 
nature too is restless. At the 
first opportunity most people 
fall into bad habits which bring | 
them sorrows and suffering. Let 
me tell you a story to illustrate | 
what I’ve just said...” 

Anil was a young bright boy. | 
But, having fallen into bad com- 
pany, he lost all interest in) 


learning his lessons and started 
roaming about with his friends 
and soon took to stealing. He 
ultimately became a thief. 
Now, in that town, there was 
| a very big temple. It was known 
‘all over the kingdom not only 
| for the deity’s power but also for 
| the jewel that was in the neck- 
lace of the deity. The jewel was 
supposed to bring prosperity to 
the entire kingdom. There used 
to be an annual function in the 
town to offer obeisance to the 
deity and thousands of people 
used to attend it. Even the 
neighbouring kings and princes 
attended the celebration. 
Once, it so happened that a 
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came to see the jewel in the 
deity’s necklace. As he had a 
good knowledge of precious 
stones, he guessed that the 
jewel must be worth lakhs of 
rupees. As soon as he returned’ 
to his kingdom, King Prithvin- 
dra called his secret agent, 
Naresh, and told him of his 
desire to have the jewel for 
himself, 

Naresh then came to the town 
and started befriending some 
important people. Everyone got 
the impression that Naresh was 
a good and noble man. Then, 
after a few weeks, he befriended 
the priest of the famous temple. 
After having gained his confi-| 
dence, one day Naresh sought 
the priest’s collaboration in) 
stealing the jewel from the tem- 
ple. At first, the priest did not) 
agree. But, when Naresh) 
offered him one lakh rupees, | 
greed overtook him and the) 
priest agreed to collaborate in 
his plan. 

One night, Anil was returning 
home after a futile attempt to 
burgle a house. As he passed by 
the temple, he saw the priest 
entering the temple compound 
with another unknown. person. 
He grew suspicious. He quietly 
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slipped into the temple and hid 
himself behind a pillar. Soon, he 
saw the priest enter the inner 
chamber and take off the deity’s 
precious necklace. The priest’s 
companion was at the entrance. 
Anil grabbed the priest and 
threatened to hand him over to 
the king. “Of course, if you 
“agree to share the jewel with 
me, then I'll not raise an 
alarm,” said Anil, tactfully. 
The priest agreed to Anil’s 
proposal, for he thought that he 
would gain much more this way. 
He closed the doors of the 
temple and left with Anil. 
Naresh was waiting for the 
priest outside the temple. Anil 
gave him a hard blow on his 
head. Naresh lay dead. Throw- 
ing the keys of the temple near 
|him, Anil escaped with the 
| priest. 
| They walked through the 
night and reached a village in 
| the early hours of the next day. 
| They bought some food and sat 
| under a tree, outside the village, 
to enjoy their meal. But, each 
had managed to mix some 
poison in the other’s food and 
both lay almost dead after they 
ate their food. 
The Pundit concluded his 
story, saying, “You see, one can 


















begin as a petty thief of a 
mangoes, but unless one is care- 
ful. one may grow into a bandit 
and meet a sad end!” 

The children dispersed except 
for Prakash. He approached the! 
Pundit and said, “Gurudev, I’ve 
learnt my lesson. I promise you 
that I shall never again steal in| 
my life. Pardon me for whatever! 
T’ve done till now.” i 

The Pundit was pleased. He! 
blessed the boy. } 

After Prakash had left the) 
place, the Pundit’s wife, whoj 
was also listening to the story, 
asked, “Prakash has got a 
chance to rectify his mistakes 
and to become a good boy. But, 
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“The priest, of course, had no 
hance of becoming a better 
man. As he was old, he suc- 


mbed to the poison and died 


instantly. But, Anil, who was 
oung and strong, did not die. 
As he was struggling for his life, 
yogi, who happened to pass 
y, came to liis rescue and saved 
him by giving him some medi- 
ine. 
“Once he recovered, Anil 
‘old the yogi everything about 
is past. The yogi took pity on 
im and agreed to take him as 


“But, Anil, who had caused 
© deaths, went unpunished. 
at is no justice!” said the 
undit’s wife. 






“Of course, Anil suffered tor- 
ment for two long years. The 
yogi did not keep Anil in his 
Ashram in the beginning. He 
asked him to stay in a cave far” 
off, all alone. Those two ‘years. 
Anil repented for all his mis- 
deeds. Then he was a changed 
man. For the next eight years he. 
stayed with the yogi and 
obtained knowledge, of the 
sacred books. Before leaving, 
the yogi gave him a new name, 
Kris 1 


“How strange! What play of 
Providence!” exclaimed Krish- 
nacharya’s wife. 


A minute later, she asked, 
“What happened to the jewel?” 
“Of course, that was returned to 
the temple,” replied Krish- 


nacharya with a smile on his 
face. 





One day while they were away 
from their homes, a young men- 
dicant reached the colony and 
began singing and telling stories. 
The wives of the scholars were 
enamoured of him, so much so 
that they stood or sat pressing 


around him, forgetting’ their 


household chores. 


TEMPLES OF INDIA 


CHIDAMBARAM 


SHRINE OF THE 
COSMIC DANCER. 


Long long ago there was a colony 
of scholars at Darukavanam, 
These scholars had grown ex- 
tremely proud of their learning 
and power to perform miracles. 
They thought that they deserved 
to be worshipped by all. 


Back in their colony, the scholars 
were aghast to see the situation. 
They called the ladies to break 
away from the strangers, but to 
no avail. They shouted threats, 
but neither the mendicant nor the 
ladies even cared to look at them. 





terrible beast at the mendicant. 
The tiger roared and rushed upon 
the singing stranger. Even then 
ine stranger showed no sign of 
fear. 


come the stranger's garment. 
They were amazed and did not 


next i 
found lying under his foot. 








| Adisesha was bom as Patanjli 


and witnessed the dance de- 


_] picted in the Nataraja image of 
Siva. The Nataraja image stands 
‘on the dwarf, the ego. In one 
hand is drum, rhythm of life; in 
another is fire, the energy; the 
third hand is raised to protect the 
devotee, the fourth ready to 

| grant refuge. 


The place where the dance had 
been performed is famous as 
Chidambaram, the seat of Lord 
Siva since times immemorial, 
The temple that stands today is 
not only huge, but also about 
2000 old in parts. Its sculp- 
ture is nificent and it is made 
of granite, sprawling over 32 
of land! . 











D2 was the night and weird 

the atmosphere. It rained 
from time to time. At the inter- 
vals of thunder claps could be 
heard moaning of jackals and 
weird laughter of spirits. Flashes 
of lightning showed fearful 
faces 

But King Vikram swerved 
not. He climbed the ancient tree 
once again and brought the 
corpse down. However, as soon 
as he began crossing the deso- 
late cremation ground, the vam 
pire that possessed the corpse 
said, “ O King, I hope you are 
not working under the influence 
of any yogi. You never know 
how and when they cast a spell 
onyou. Let me cite on example. 
Pay attention to my narration. 
That might bring you some re- 
lief” 

The vampire went on: In old- 
en days there was a prosperous 
village named Jabarang. 
Vinayak belonged to that vil- 





lage. He was intelligent and 
good-natured, but he was an 
atheist. That is to to say, he did 
not believe that there was God. 

One day a yogi visited the 
village. Vinayak’s father invited 
the yogi to become his guest. 
The yogi had no objection to 
this. Vinayak’s father hoped 
that Vinayak might become a 
believer in God when he comes 
under the yogi’s influence. 

“O yogi, what is the proof 
that there is God?” Vinayak 
asked the yogi. “My son, no 
proof is required for acquiring 
the knowledge of God. In all 
jyou see—this earth, the stars, 
jall the beings there is God,” 


replied the yogi. 

That did not satisfy Vinayak, 
“Well, all I see will be there, 
whether I believe in God or not. 
I don’t have to believe in God 
for the sake of all this!” retorted 
Vinayak. 

“My son, if you don’t feel the 
need to believe in God's exist- 
ence, you need not bother about 
Him. However, if you ever feel 
the need to know that He is 
there, go into the temple and 
pray for something very ardent- 
ly without any selfish motive. 
Maybe, you'll see your prayer 
granted! That will convince you 
that there is God!” After the 
Yogi departed from the village, 
Vinayak. forgot all about his 
advice. 

Some months passed. The vil- 
lage landlord took ill. His condi- 
tion grew serious. Physicians 
failed to cure him. An astrolo- 
ger said that he can be cured 
only if one who does not believe 
in God, prays for him. 

Now, Vinayak was the only 
non-believer in the village. He 
had great respect for the land- 
lord who was a noble and gener- 
ous man. When the landlord's} 
wife and even his father re-} 
quested him to pray for the} 
landlord, Vinayak could not re- 
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fuse. He went to the village 
temple. Before the deity, he 
said, “O Mother, if there is God 
and if this image represents 
God, let my prayer be heard. 
Let the landlord recover from 
his illness.” 

Vinayak stood in silence before 
the deity for some time before 
leaving the temple. It was night. 
He went home and slept after 
his dinner. In the morning he 
woke up at the voice of some 
people talking to his father. He 
learnt that the landlord had 
begun walking in the morning to 
‘everybody's surprise. 

Within two or three days the 
landlord looked quite fit, as if 
jnothing serious had happened 
to him! 

The news of the landlord's 
surprising recovery at Vinayak’s 
prayer spread among the people 
of the nearby villages. One day 
Vinayak’s old teacher who was 
suffering from a chronic disease 
met him and requested him to 
pray for him. Vinayak was 
moved by the teacher’s long 
suffering and went into the tem- 
ple and prayed for his cure. To 
his joy and surprise, the 
teacher’s painful disease was 
gone! 

Thereafter more and more 





sick people came to Vinayak. 
Kind-hearted that he was, 
Vinayak prayed for them and 
they got amazing results. 

One day evening Surabhi, 
Vinayak’s wife, told him, “You 
are praying for so many people. | 
Should you not once pray for 
me?” | 

“What do you want?” asked 
Vinayak. 

“I want you to become the 
king of this land so that I can be 
the queen.” 

Surabhi’s request at first 
amused Vinayak. But he also 
thought, “What is wrong in such 
a prayer? After all, Ican make a 
better king than the present 
king.” 





That night he went to the 
temple and prayed to the deity 
that he be made the king of the 
Jand within a month. 

A month passed and then two 

and even three months. There 
was no sign of any event that 
would have crowned Vinayak 
the king. 
Said Surabhi, “We were too 
demanding in our prayer. To 
become the king is not an easy 
thing. You better pray to be- 
come a minister.” 

Vinayak prayed to the deity 
accordingly. Days passed. 
There was no evidence of his 
prayer being granted. 

“This time too our prayer was 


quite pompous. Let us make a 
smaller prayer. Ask the deity to 
give us a thousand gold coins 


- within a week,” proposed 


Surabhi. Vinayak prayed 
accordingly. A month passed, 
but no- gold coins were sho- 
wered on them. 

“Now I understand those peo- 
ple getting cured had nothing to 
do with your prayer. They 
would have been cured any- 
way,” observed Surabhi. 

Meanwhile Vinayak got a job 
in the town. The day he and his 
wife were getting ready to pro- 
ceed to the town, the yogi was 
back in the village. 

“Vinayak did you develop 





faith in God?” asked the yogi. 

Before Vinayak had said any- 
thing, his wife said, “Faith in 
God? I, who was a believer, 
have lost my faith in God. How 
ican my husband, who was a 
non-believer, develop any faith 
in God?” 

The yogi did not say anything, 
jout kept looking at Vinayak. 
{Vinayak bowed down and 
touched his feet and said, “O 
Enlightened Soul, | am most 
jgrateful to you, Your advice has 
jchanged the philosophy of my 
life.” 





The yogi smiled and blessed 
|Vinayak. 
|_The vampire paused for_a 


moment and then demanded of 
King Vikram in a challenging 
tone, “Tell me-O king, what 
reason could be there for} 
Vinayak feeling grateful to the} 
Yogi? There was nothing to 
prove that his prayers brought 
any result! As his wife observed, 
those who were cured of their 
diseases would perhaps gave 
been cured in the natural 
course! Why did Vinayak not 
say that he had not developed 
any faith in God? Answer me if 
you can. Should you keep mum 
despite you knowledge of the 
answer, your head would roll of 
your neck!” 

Forthwith replied king Vik- 
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and who is a real non-believer. 

inayak was a seeker of truth. 

le said that he did not believe 
in God because he had no ex- 
perience of God. Prayers put 
him in touch with God. 
‘Whether one’s prayer will be 
granted or not is a different 
matter. In any case, Vinayak 
could not have forgotten what 
the yogi had clearly told him; 
that his prayer should not have 
any selfish motive in it. That is 
why as long as Vinayak was 
praying for others and not for 


himself his prayers were being 
granted. 

“Surabhi’s faith was superfi- 
cial. She believed in God be- 
cause her parents and kinsmen 
believed i in God. For her, God 


to her. Vinayak’s case was diffe- 
rent. Vinayak was wise. He was| 
really grateful to the yogi.” 

No sooner had the king con- 
cluded the answer than the vam- 
pire, along with the corpse, gave 
him the slip. 


Scarecrows of the World—Unite! 


At Nut Tree in California a rare show has just been concluded: a 
show of the world’s-scarecrows. Hundreds of figures—samples 
of one of the world’s oldest folk art, gathered there on a stretch 


of pumpkin field. 





(Rama and Lakshmena were led by Sage 
destroyed and repelled a number of demoniac and hostile forces. Thereafter, the sage 
led them towards Mithila.) 
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Viswamitra into the forest where they 


belonging to the very dynasty of 
which Rama was the scion, 

Brahma and brought 
her down to earth, how Lord 
Siva bore the mighty fall on his 
head so that the earth was not 
shattered by it, how the celestial 
stream followed Bhagiratha; 
through numerous countries 
bringing surprise and smile to 
the inhabitants, and how at last 
she entered the nether-world] 








|and flowed on ‘the remains of 
| Bhagiratha’ 's ancestors, who had 
|been reduced to ashes under 
jSage Kapila’s curse, bringing 
|liberation to their spirits. 

| After a pleasant and educa- 


jtive excursion, the three 
|reached the city of Mithila, the 
|capital of Videha. 

| Janaka was a rare kind of 
| king. Though a ruler over a vast 
|domain, he was an ascetic in 
| spirit. The nobility as well as the 
|common people of Mithila too 
| were known for their honesty 
|and truthfulness. 

As a mark of respect to 
| Mother Earth who fed her chil- 
dren yielding them crops, the 
|king himself ploughed the fields 


on auspicious ay: On one uae 
Occasion, at a serene. moment 
that was to become *most| 
memorable to him, his plough} 
discovered a wonder of ender 
—a lovely baby girl. 

He took the girl in his arms, } 
Intuition informed him that this: 
gift of the Mother Earth was an| 
exceptional child and that he} 
must bestow exceptional care on| 
her. 


He carried her home in ec-|* 


stasy. Life was no longer the} 
same to King Janaka. His love} 
for the child continued to bring 
him a sense of elevation, for as 
the child grew up, it became} 
evident that she was mercy and} 
grace incarnate. She spoke wise-| 
ly and intelligently, but never] 
rudely; her smile and look in-} 
spired joy and respect on all} 
around her. 

So far as her beauty was 
concerned, she became a legend 
in no time. 

Kings and chieftains sent 
emissaries to Janaka- proposing 
marriage with Sita. Janaka be- 
came thoughtful. How can he| 
entertain any of these ordinary | 
suitors? And a far more impor-| 
tant question was, how to find a 
young man who would deserve 
to be Sita’s husband? 
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|; One morning, as he’ sat in 
|meditation, an inspiration vi- 
jsited him. Instantly he took the 
ldecision that only he who can 
lhandle the Bow of Siva lying in 
|his custody shall win Sita’s hand 
in marriage. He felt convinced 
that more than physical pro- 
lwess, what was necessary to 
achieve the feat was an inner 
poise and strength. 

Now, this Bow of Siva was an 
extraordinary weapon. It had 
|been handed down from genera- 
tion to generation. It happened 
like this: Sati, the daughter of 
King Daksha, married Siva 
against her father’s will and 
went away to Kailash, her hus- 
|band’s abode. Once on the 
occasion of a Yajna, Daksha 
linvited all his daughters and 
sons-in-law but ignored Sati and 
Siva. 
| Sati, however, reached on 
|time for the Yajna, for she knew 
that no daughter ever needed an 
jinvitation to visit her parents’ 
jhouse. The impulsive Daksha 
|burst into a tirade against Siva 
Jas soon as his eyes fell on Sati 
|who was dressed like a her- 
| mitess in keeping with Siva’s 
life-style, quite unlike a Prin- 
\ccaat 
| _ Sati had arrived there, sure of 
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a loving welcome from her 
father. The unexpected recep-| 
tion shocked her; the abuses} 
heaped on Siva were too much| 
for her to bear. She fell down,| 
dead. | 

Informed of this unexpected] 
turn of events Sivalifteda gigan-| 
tic bow and proposed to apply it) 
on the gods who were ready to} 
partake of the offerings of Dak- 
sha even though the arrogant 
king had not invited Siva. 

The panicky gods prayed to 
the God of gods, Siva, for mer- 
cy. Siva calmed down and hand- 
ed over the bow to the gods. 

The gods carried the fearful 
weapon to King Devarata, an 
illustrious ancestor of Janaka, 
and asked him to preserve it. | 


The bow of Siva was kept in 
an iron box that rolled on eight 
wheels. As King Janaka’s deci- 
sion became known, princes 
made a beeline for the weapon, 
but what to speak of their wield- 
ing it, they could not even lift it! 

They felt humiliated. They 
joined their forces and sur- 
rounded the city of Mithila. For 
a full year King Janaka, mobilis- 
ing all his strength, kept the 
enemy at bay. But he was run- 
ning out of resources. Sad at 
heart, he ardently prayed to the 
gods to come to his rescue. His 
prayers found a réady response. 
A mysterious army called the 
Chaturanga, made up of all the 
four wings of a complete force 

—soldiers on elephants, horses, 
chariots as well as foot— 
wrought havoc in the enemy 
camp and wiped out the wicked 
kings. 


King Janaka breathed a sigh 
of relief, _but his quest for a 


help being a little pensive. 

It was at this moment that 
news of Sage Viswamitra’s 
arrival reached him. He went 
forth to receive the sage and was 
amazed to see the two charming 
princes with him. 

“Who are these lads, remark- 
able for their harmonious sta- 
ture, bright and beautiful eyes 
and dignified gait, O great 
sage?” the King asked. 

“O noble King, they are 
Rama and Lakshmana, sons of 
the pious King Dasaratha of 
Ayodhya. I have brought them 
here to have a look at the 
unusual object in your custody 
—the Bow of Siva,” said Sage 
Viswamitra. ~ _To Continue 





garh, when quite young, was 
once in danger of losing his life: 
to his enemy. He escaped into 
he forest. ‘There he was given 
shelter by a young hermit 


named Jayananda. After some 


They made a plan to free the 
kingdom from the clutches of 
the enemy. The plan succeeded. 

ng Rajendra got back his 


The day the king was taken to 
his capital at the head of a 
procession, the young hermit 


The king was always respect- 
ful towards Jayananda. No won- 
der that everybody else also 


THE BIRTHDAY 
GIFT 


began to show him great re- 
spect. He was looked upon as 
the king’s guru. 

The king had a wise minister 
and a council of advisors. But 
Jayananda’s advice became the 
last word in everything. 

If on one birthday of Jayanan- 
da the king presented him with a 
diamond ring, on another birth- 
day he gave him a set of be- 
jewelled robes. Jayananda dres- 
sed like a king, ate like a king 
and passed orders like a king. 

Years passed. Once again 
Jayananda’s birthday was 
approaching. “Swamiji, what 
gift can I give you on your 
birthday that is coming?” asked 
the king. 

“My friend, I have something 
specific in my mind. Everybody 
of our generation knows that 
you love me and respect me. 









[But who will remember me in 
jthe future? I suggest that you 
jinstall a statue of mine in the 
jpalace. Unveil it on my birth- 
jday,” said Jayananda. 

“Good, It will be done,” said 
jthe king. 

“See to it that the statue is 
jmade by the best sculptor, so 
|that it shows me really as I am,” 
jsuggested Jayananda. 
| The king asked his minister to 
\find out who was the best sculp- 
jtor. The minister informed him 
jthat one Vidyadhar who be- 
jlonged to a neighbouring king- 
|dom, was the best sculptor in 
jthe region. 

The court artist was asked to 
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paint a life-size picture of| 
Jayananda. The artist did an 
excellent job. The picture was | 
carried to Vidyadhar’s house. | 
The sculptor was to make the | 
statue following the picture. 

The sculptor completed his | 
work just before Jayananda’s | 
birthday. The statue was] 
brought to the palace on a large | 
horse-carriage and was installed 
at the centre of the park in front 
of the palace. But it remained 
covered. | 

In the morning of Jayanan- | 
da’s birthday the king pulled 
down the cover from the statue, 
before a gathering of noblemen. 

But what is this? The statue 
did not seem to resemble 
Jayananda! 

“This looks like an ascetic’s 
statue!” commented the} 
minister. 

“As if the man whose statue it 
is was so poor that he could not 
afford good clothes!” com- 
mented the chief advisor to the 
king. 

“Look at what he has put on} 
for a necklace—a chain of Rud- 
raksha beads!” As if Swami} 
Jayananda had no diamond | 
chain to put on!” commented 
the court poet. | 

“How could Sculptor’ 


} 
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Vidyadhar be so negligent? 
How is it that he did not follow 
my painting of Swamiji’s fi- 
gure?” asked the court painter 
in anguish. ~ 

“Had the sculptor been my 
subject, I would have punished 
him. However, we have paid 
him only half of his dues. We 
will not pay the other half.” said 
the king in a grave tone. 

Jayananda alone stood silent. 
His gaze was fixed on his own 
statue. 

“Can you tell me, Minister 
Sir, something about the sculp- 
tor?” Jayananda asked very 
softly. 


“Vidyadhar was a student of 


Sage Vinayananda. Later he be- 
came a professional sculptor,” 
said the minister. 

Jayananda smiled though his 
eyes were moistened with tears. 

“I understand. Vidhyadhar 
was my friend when I too was a 
student of Sage Vinayananda. 
While I learnt scripture from the 
sage, Vidyadhar learnt art and 
sculpture. We have not met for 
many years. But he seems to 
know all about me. He has 


self. I have deviated from my 
path. I have become a courtier, 
though the most respected!” 
said Jayananda. 
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All stood speechless. 
Jayananda said again, “This has 
been the best birthday gift ever 
given to me.” 8 

He smiled and entered his 
room. Within minutes he came 
out donning the dress of a 
hermit. 

“Goodbye to you all. I should 
be back in my forest hut.” The 
hermit began to walk. 


“Can I do anything for you?” 


asked the king who was quite 
bewildered by this sudden turn 
of events. 

“Yes, you can do something 
for me. Please give a handsome 
reward to the sculptor. And 
keep the statue in some obscure 
corner of the palace, not in 
public view. The sculptor won’t 
mind, for his purpose has been) 
served,” said Jayananda and he 
went away. 
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MORE VALUABLE THAN GOLD 


Sushama had come to her father’s house with her little son, Ravi. 

As Sushama was going to meet a relative in the town, Ravi insisted on 
going with her. But she was not ready to take him with her for many 
reasons. 


Ravi cried. 

“Don't cry. I'll bring a gold chain for you. You'll put it on when | am back 
day after tomorrow,” said-Sushuma. 

That silenced the boy. 

She returned two days later. Ravi was asleep. Her father rushed to meet 
her at the door. “Have you brought a gold chain for Ravi?” 

“Gold chain? Why should | bring such a costly thing, father? | said so only 
to silence the child!” 

“| have brought one. Give it to Ravi when he wakes up,” said her father 
handing over the chain to her. 

“What have you done, father? You are not that rich!” 

“| know. Gold is very costly. But more valuable is your son's faith in you 
He may excuse you for your not keeping your word, but he will also learn 
how not to keep his own word in the future!” explained the father. 

Sushama hung her head. 





THE FEARLESS COW 


Kesey, a farmer, had a cow, 

but it was a very special one. 
It was special not only because it 
yielded lots of milk, but also 
because of its wisdom and cour- 
age. It was named ‘The Cow of 
Plenty’. 

The king of the region came 
to know of the wonderful cow. 
He sent his minister to Keshav. 
[The minister offered Keshav a 
handsome amount of money for 
succumbed to the offer and sold 
tthe cow to the king, _ 








The king looked after the cow 
with great care. He ordered rich 
feed for it, built a comfortable 
shelter for it and 
appointed a full-time caretaker 
for it. He even had its horns 
artistically decorated in gold 
and precious stones. It was 
given complete freedom to wan- 
der anywhere in the grazing 
grounds or to return to its shed 
whenever it wanted. “The cow 
is wise and it can very well take 
care of itself,” everyone said. 


___One day the cow gave birth to 





a beautiful male calf. After 
some months of .fond rearing, 
ithe cow thought of teaching its 
alf the ways of the world. So it 
took its child to graze at a field 
ery close to a forest. They 
gazed happily all through the 
day, and-as the sun began set- 
ting low in the western sky, they 
made their way homeward. 


Suddenly, the calf spotted a 
striped animal lurking in a bush. 
he mother cow cautioned the 


alf to be quiet and not to panic. 
hen it approached the tiger 
land said in a fearless tone, “I 
belong to the king and I’m his 
most favourite one. Hence, if 


you value your life and do not 
want to be killed by the king’s 
hunters, remove yourself from 
our path and and let us go 
peacefully.” 


The tiger was pretty amused 
to meet the strange cow. “Every 
beast in this forest is afraid of 
me and they all run for their 
lives when they see me. But, 
here is a cow who is comman- 
ding me! It must be an unusual 
cow and surely it will make a 
delicious meal,” said the tiger, 


“in a voice loud enough for the 


cow to hear. And, far from 
moving away, it only prepared 
to leap on the cow. 





The cow, calm and composed 
as ever, advised the young calf 
to take a vantage position and 
instructed that when it moos 
thrice the calf should make a 


The mother cow kept the 
tiger engaged in talks. Sudden- 
ly, at an indication from it, the 
calf made a dash and tore the 
‘tiger’s belly with its sharp horns. 
The tiger realised that it had 


been outwitted and it scam- ~ 


ered away with its belly pro- 
fusely bleeding. 


As they resumed their walk, 


the young calf asked the cow 
how it could face a ferocious 
tiger with such confidence. The 
cow said, “My son, one should 
always be calm and collected in 
times of danger or difficulties 
and act in a well-planned man- 
ner. If one becomes panicky or 
Testless, one looses one’s capac- 
ity to think clearly. It is most 
important to be fearless when 
one meets one’s enemy.” 


The calf followed closely its 
mother’s advice and when it 
grew up, it also became a great 
favourite of the king. 


Retold by Sunanda Reddy 





A PROBLEM 


One day a craftsman came to the court of King Shailendra of Shantapur. 

“| have made shields which can never be pierced by any spear or arrow or 
sword. | have also made some spears which are so strong and sharp that 
there is nothing they cannot pierce,” claimed the proud craftsman. “I'm sure 
your Highness will buy them.” 


The king kept quiet. A few. minutes passed. 

“What are you thinking, my lord?“ asked the impatient craftsman. 

“I'm much perplexed with a problem. What if one of your spears strikes 
one of your shields?” said the king. 








t was raining in the forest. A 

little fox, quite tired, entered a 
cave for a while’s rest. Little did 
he know that the cave was the 
residence of ‘a tiger. 

Before long the fox heard the 
roar of the big beast. The tiger 
was just giving vent to his dis- 
gust at the weather. 

The fox felt the panic of his 
life. But only for a moment. He 
knew that there was no way to 
escapé. He must exercise his wit 
as best a: he can to get out of 
the predicament. He was not 


very hopeful. But he must try, 
he decided. 

The tiger entered the cave 
and shook himself, throwing 
water away from his long hair. 
Suddenly he heard a arenes 
voice that came from 
nook of the cave. 

“How are you, Mr. Tiger? 
T’'ve been waiting for you for 
quite some time!” 

Surprised, the tiger located 
the fox. He had never known an 





fearlessness. 

“Who are you, little one? 
And why were you waiting for 
me? For me to eat you, I sup- 
pose? Well, hungry I am 
already. I should justify your 
waiting for me in a few mi- 
nutes!” said the tiger bravely. 

“You have a sense of 
humour, I must admit,” said the 
fox, “unless of course, you are 
unaware of the announcement 
made by Indra; the King of 


Gods,” observed the fox. 


“What announcement?” 
“That I was coming to i 


the forest! I’m Indira’s Inspec- 
tor-General of course! The pity 


is, all the animals, the moment 
they would see me, would ‘flee! 
Nobody would speak to me! I 
thought, I can atleast talk to) 
you, for a tiger is not likely to be} 
frightened even at the sight o! 
Indra’s emissary!” 

“To be honest, I never heard! 


mean to say that the animal: 
flee at your sight?” asked 
tertibly surprised tiger! 

“Yes, my friend. If you don’t} 
believe me, just follow me and! 
see!” 

7 
~ The rain had stopped. The} 
tiger grew very curious to check 
if what the fox said was true. He 








followed the fox. 

First it was a deer whose eyes 
fell on the fox followed by the 
tiger. It fled for its life. 


The. fox looked over its shoul- 
der at the tiger quiet meaning- 


Next it was a boar. The mo- 
ment it saw them it took it heels, 
needless to say, because of the 
tiger. 

“Did you see? They are so 
stupid! They won't even let me 
talk to them.” 

Just then a hyena saw the 
tiger and fled too! 

The tiger was convinced of 


heavenly - announcement was 
made. Now, kindly tell God 
Indra that all is well in this 
forest. Thanks.” 


The tiger turned his back 


which I am yet to know! I bette: 
keep away from this most fear- 
ful fox on earth!” he told him 
























































DID YOU KNOW 


























By 
in certain regions of Africa like Chad, students show 
respect 10 their téachers by turing their backs. to. 
themf , 


The 18th century Mayor of Grand Lemps, France, had 
‘an onginal way of stopping the sale of alcoholic drink. 
He issued an ordinance to the effect that anybody can 
walk out of a bar without paying for the drink he had 
consumed! 








a 


How greatcan be the arms of a mother was evident on 
December 2, 1927. A child named Marie Finster fell off 
a high building in Vienns—but fell into the arms of her 
mother who happened to be on the pavement just 
then. The child was saved from certain death. 


ae 


born in the Bossant family of 
past-one hundred years! 
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There afte more.than 40,000 direct descendants of 
Confucius (551-478 B.C.) living in China today. 








Towards Better English 
THE GOLDEN RULE AND THE GOLDEN SHOWER 


"What is Golden Rule, Grandpa?” asked Rajesh. 

“This refers to the saying, Do as you would be done by. The saying is 
derived from the Bible: ‘Whatever you would that men should do to you, do 
ye even so to them: for this is the law and the prophets.’ Through the ages 
many great people, including Einstein, have declared that they believe in this 
Rule. |f you are consciously.rude towards somebody, someone some day is 
surely going to be rude towards you perhaps when you least expect it. If you 
are kind to somebody, someone is going to be kind towards you when you 
most need it. It seems some strange law operates in our lives which 
arranges such things”. 

“What does the phrase Golden shower mean, Grandpa? Yesterday father 
was speaking to his friend about Mr, Dumbard. Mr. Dumbard, said father, 
was often bathed in golden showers,” remembered Reena. 

“The meaning is obvious! Mr. Dumbard is a lucky man. That is what father 
thust have meant!” observed Rajesh. 

The Grandpa laughed. “No, Rajesh, your father was not that kind towards 
Mr. Dumbard. Golden shower means bribe money. Mr. Dumbard must be in 
the habit of taking bribe. Your father was sarcastic about him. Beware of 
congratulating somebody for his good luck with the phrase!” Grandpa 
warned. 

“What a strange phrase!" commented Rajesh. 

“Well, its origin has nothing to do with bribe, but it refers to a secret 
relationship. Princess Danae, in a Greek legend, was imprisoned in an 
inaccessible tower by her father, the King of Argos. It was because there 
was a prophecy that ‘her son shall kill the king. God Zeus changed himself 
into a shower of gold and entered the tower. He married the princess who 
gave birth to the great hero Perseus,” said Grandpa Chowdhury. 








Is it true that there are houses in India where cobras are given shelter? 

—Jayant Mukhopadhyay, Contai. 
Yes. There is a village in Sholapur district of Maharashtra named Shetpal 
where most of the houses have shelters for cobras. Generally the shelters 


are in the rafters of the ceiling. The cobras move about freely and are not 
known to harm people. 


Is the Pope the Christ's successor? How is he chosen? 

‘ —V.S. Rajan, Mangalore. 
The Pope is the successor of St. Peter. He is elected by the assembly of 
Cardinals. 


What is the time of Homer? 
—Shanti Jagirdar, Bombay. 
Homer lived probably in the 8th century B.C. 
Where is Ashoka Pillar situated? 
—Maurice, Calcutta. 


Originally the Ashoka Pillar was situated at Topra, near Meerut. Firoze Shah 
Tughlaq carried it to Firozabad. It is to be found there. 


What is Reuter? 
—Amresh, Naglapur. 





The principal British and international news agency founded in 1849 by 
Baron Paul Julius de Reuter. 


Readers are welcome to send such queries on culture, literature or general 
knowledge which should be of interest to others too, for brief answers from the 
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CHANDAMAMA 


It unfolds the glory of India—both past and present—through 
stories, month after month. 


» Spread over 64 pages teeming with colourful illustrations, the 
magazine presents an exciting selection of tales from mythology, 
legerids, historical episodes, glimpses of great lives, creative 
stories of today and knowledge that matters. 

In 12 languages and in Sanskrit too. 
Address your subscription enquiries to: 
DOLTON AGENCIES 188 N.S.K. ROAD MADRAS-600.026 











(M. Nataraien 
Can you formulate a caption in a few words, to suit these pictures related to 
each other? If yes, you may write it on @ post card and mail it to Photo 
Caption Contest. Chandamama, to reach us by 20th of the current month. A 
reward of Rs. 50/- will go to the best entry which will be published in the 
issue after the next. : 





The winning Entry:—Tender Cafe’ & ‘Yonder Stare’ 


PICKS FROM THE WISE 


A committee is a thing which takes a week to do what one good man can do 
in an hour. 
—Elbert Hubbard, 


it takes a great man to make a good listener. 





—Sir Arthur Helps. 


One man with courage makes a majority. 
—Andrew Jackson, 


CHANDA ULI 4 


The Monthly Magazine of 
Light and Delight 


* Chandamama presents, in a planned way, the game of Indian 
legends and literature. 

* Global in outlook, it retells absorbing stories from the world’s 
classics. 

* It entertains the readers through humour ‘that is intelligent, 
through wit that is constructive. 

* It presents the epics of India in their authentic outlines. 

* It answers worthy questions from readers, gives fascinating 
news and it adds to general knowledge. 

£ Cncndinaiain conk fangs Gssine s0Bs net eal ia ar Ws, Bet 
also in the lives of those you love. Make gifts of Chandamama 
to the dear ones. 


MEANT FOR THE YOUNG, CHANDAMAMA 
HELPS ITS READER TO REMAIN YOUNG 
Subscribe to Chandamama in any of the thirteen languages: 
Assamese, Bengali, English, Gujarati, Hindi, Kannada, 
Malayalam, Marathi, Oriya, Punjabi, Sanskrit, Tamil and 

Telugu. 


Annual Subscription Rs. 30.00 
Remit your subscription stating the language of your choice to; 


Dolton Agencies 
i Chandamama Buildings, Vadapalani, Madras 600 026. ‘ 






: was the yt discovered Clearasil”. 





I can still remember the day. And 
how excited I was. My elder 
sister's wedding was just a week 

, away. So there I was trying on my 
diichalios Walle the mizcor. when horror of 
horrors, I noticed something on my cheek ... 
a pimple: My very first pimple. My first thought was 
... oh no, not now! 
Just then my didi walked in and saw my face. 
She said “Arre pagli, everybody gets pimples at this age. 
I did too. And I used Clearasil. So should you.” 
So I did. And guess what...it worked! 
Now I don’t need 
to tell you, I really 
enjoyed myself 
at the wedding. 
Clearasil helps 
clear pimples and 
prevents new ones 
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Parle Gluco Biscuits 
now lovingly called ‘Parle-G’! 


callie 


India’s largest-selling biscuit 





The tastier energy food. 


